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week of this misfortune her recovery was retarded
by a dreadful nervous shock she received through
Shelley's walking in his sleep.1

While Mary was enduring a time of physical
and mental suffering beyond what can be told,
and such as no man can wholly understand,
Shelley, for his part, was enjoying unwonted
health and good spirits. And such creatures are
we all that unwonted health in ourself is even a
stronger power for happiness than is the sickness
of another for depression.

He was sorry for Mary's gloom, but he could
not lighten it, and he was persistently content in
spite of it. This has led to the supposition that
there was, at this time, a serious want of sympathy
between Shelley and Mary. His only want, he
said in an often-quoted letter, was the presence
of those who could feel, and understand him, and
he added, " Whether from proximity, and the
continuity of domestic intercourse, Mary does
not."

It would have been almost miraculous had it
been otherwise. Perhaps nothing in the world is
harder than for a person suffering from exhausting
illness, and from the extreme of nervous and
mental depression, to enter into the mood of tem-
porary elation of another person whose spirits, as
a rule, are uneven, and in need of constant sup-

1 Recounted at length in a subsequent letter, to be quoted later on.